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THE TWO HUNDRED AND EIGHTEENTH FALL FIELD 


DAY, 1855. 


the armory in Faneuil Hall on Monday, 


THE company assembled at 
ding to orders, to celebrate the Fall Field 


Oct. 1, 1855, at 9 o'clock, accor 
Day by an excursion to Providence, R. I. 

In consequence of the threatening character of the weather, but a small 
number (thirty-nine) beside the officers were present. Nothing daunted 
by the small number present, the company left the armory at half past ten 
Jed by the eleven-o’clock train to Providence Planta- 


o’clock, and proceed 
tion, where they arrived at one o’clock P. M., amid a salute being fired 
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by the Mari i 
ae ees Artillery, and were escorted by a battalion composed of 
oa paren ee of the brigade, handsomely equipped in the uniform of 
Aceh i ae under the command of Brig.-Gen. Pitman, through 
Z ; an, g 
rece nae reets of the city to the armory of the Marine ‘Artillery 
anainitee pany deposited their arms. They were then escorted te 
At four weed ae the City Hotel, where the line was dismissed. 
Ain (Ga Braet oe sat down to a sumptuous dinner gotten up 
Anil aanaacn i est style, which was enlivened by speeches, songs 
Sébastonal ae fe loquent remarks by Col. Wright about the SS lingsGe 
menace tet seven daring charges of the French soldiers called out 
che hae ae which will never be forgotten by those present 
Seillaise Hymn, sun: i 1 ae ect 
the entertainment. ymn, sung by one of the band in French, added much to 
At nine o’clo 
ck 
aintargach ili Rae re the company assembled and marched to the 
Genes Rafal ii Nee ce they were received by that splendid 
a a ull rank. invi 
collation, Be Search oe red, nks, and invited to partake of a bounteous 
enerous ital F 
ceonmlenne eseality prevailed, . friendly feelings and good-humor 
cue he watchword of the evening, and really in appearance tl 
jers’ life was always gay.” =k cee: ae 
peeches we iS ; 
Col. Wright hs ea y ag Hoppin, Gen. Pitman, Major Cobb, 
5 , S i ; 
interspersed, of both companies, with song and sentiments 
After enjoyi 
Oying a few social h 
ours, the company wa cir 
aut by the Marine iAvtitlery 9 pany was escorted to their 
‘uesday was a F 
pany pee pd, stormy day, and up to two o’clock p. M. the com- 
tinistereene eet he hotel, occupying the time in conversation, mock 
leSibsuntiiet mee and exhibitions of skill by the veterans 
coupes an Simpson,” the fifers and drummers of the 
Dinner was 
S ser , 
tomuedl eanids ate at two o'clock ; and directly after, the line was 
the, Marine! Arties ee ae “marched up the hill” to the armory of 
ab the officers or ae ha oe and under the same soldierly escort 
ade, : 
left the good old city of Provid marched down again” to the cars, and 
oF therpopulae Te Nae amid the roar of cannon, the cheers 
E ’ rm and fri i . ‘i 
adelrinecoeedea tiendly grip of the generous soldiers, and 
The compan ri it 
ditectlyito ae aie Heathen about six o’clock p.M., and marched 
aa 3 » being agreeably surpri ec 
again” salute from the corps of light Sieg ut ee oe, 


The compan: 
any were accompani Site . 
Brass Band’ panied on this excursion by Hall’s Boston 


PROCEEDINGS. 5 


ANNIVERSARY, 1856. 


The two hundred and eighteenth anniversary of the company was 
celebrated on Monday, June 2, 1856. 

The company assembled at eight o'clock A. M., and after partaking of 
the usual breakfast, left the armory in Faneuil Hall at eleven o’clock, 
with full ranks, under command of Major Moses G. Cobb, marching 
through South Market, Commercial, State, Court, Tremont, and Beacon 
Streets to the State House ; and receiving his Excellency the Governor, 
suite, and other invited guests, escorted them through Park, Tremont, 
School, Washington, Essex, and Chauncy Streets to the First Church, 
where the Rev William R. Alger delivered an eloquent and impressive 
sermon. . 

After the services at the church, the company again reformed, and 
marched to Faneuil Hall, where they partook of a sumptuous dinner, 
provided by Howard & Gregory, caterers. 

After the dinner and the enjoyment of the usua 
flow of soul,” the line was again formed, and march 
House, his Excellency the Governor and suite were received and escorted 
to the Common, where the ceremony of election of officers took place, and 


1 “feast of reason and 
ig to the State 


the officers were commissioned. 
The following is the list of officers for 1856-7 : — 


Captain. — Col. Marshall P. Wilder. 

Furst Lieutenant. — Francis Brinley. 

Second Lieutenant. — Lieut. Samuel Hatch. 
Adjutant. — Col. Isaac Hull Wright. 

First Sergeant. — Lieut. David Pulsifer. 
Second Sergeant. — Capt. Charles S. Lambert. 
Third Sergeant. — Sergt. James Dean. 
Fourth Sergeant. — Lieut. Charles E. Swasey. 
Fifth Sergeant. — Lieut. John McClellan. 
Sixth Sergeant. — Sergt. Franklin H. Foster. 
Treasurer. — Capt. John G. Roberts. 

Clerk, — Lieut. Cyrus Buttrick. 

Armorer.— Capt. Charles S. Lambert. 


At a late hour the company returned to the armory, and were dismissed 
votes of thanks to the section of light battery who joined in 
‘A vote of thanks was also passed to the preacher for 
ast commissioned officers were appointed 


f the same for publication. 
his liberal donation 


after passing 
the escort, etc. 
his eloquent sermon, and the p: 


a committee to request a copy 0 
A vote of thanks was passed to Josiah Bradlee for I 


of twenty-five dollars to the company. 


THE. BATE Ole linies 


A DISCOURSE 


Rev. WM. R. ALGER, 


IN THE FIRST CHURCH, CHAUNCY ST. BOSTON, JUNE 2, 1856, 
ON THE 
TWO HUNDRED AND EIGHTEENTH ANNIVERSARY 


OF THE 


ANCIENT AND HONORABLE ARTILLERY COMPANY. 


| 
| 


THE BATTLE OF LIFE. 


THERE IS NO DISCHARGE IN THAT war. — Ecelestastes VIIT: 8. 


Wuen hostilities break out between two nations, troops are 
immediately levied for the approaching struggle. Sometimes 
they are raised by voluntary enlistment, for a definite period ; 
sometimes they are impressed and held to service till peace is 
proclaimed. In the contest of life we are all like the latter, 
enrolled as soldiers whether we will or no, and compelled to 
serve through. Furloughs are never granted in this campaign. 

The phrase “ battle of life,” and other equivalent expressions, 
are frequently used as descriptive of the human state and 
course. But our life is not so much a single battle, in the 
smoke and roar of whose encounter we must wrestle, as itis a 
whole war, including many marches, encampments, conflicts, 
and truces. Comparing our earthly career, therefore, not 
exclusively to the phenomena of one sharp engagement, but 
rather to the experience of a diversified campaign, in whose 
acts all sorts of fortunes mingle, we shall find the analogies 
remarkably numerous and monitory. 

In the outset the words of the wise man confront us: 
“There is no discharge in that war.” The destiny of 
human nature is on us, the warfare of human life before 
us; and, whether we are to be victorious or vanquished, 
we must fight it out. There is no withdrawal from the disci- 
plined lines, no escape from the field of strife, until the voice 
of doom proclaims the warfare ended and the eternal release 
obtained. 

It would be an immense gain to the romance and attrac- 
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tiveness of life, if, by moral imagination, the adventurous and 
thrilling spirit of war could be spread over its general features 
and transfused through its daily details. 

to appreciate that in its inmost realit 
hazardous war, 


It would do us good 
y life is actually a 
into which we are called by all that is most 
inspiring to plunge and struggle to bear away this prize, — 
the perfection of our natures, the salvation of our souls. It 
would lead us to study moral philosophy, the science and art 
of life, with the zealous application with which military officers 
study tactics, the science and art of war. 
tameness and monotony from 
from men. 


It would banish the 
affairs, the dulness and languor 


A new intensity would be given to hopes and 
fears, an unwonted vividness an 


d strength infused into resolves 
and efforts. 


We should hear the clarion of conscience and 
the trumpet of ambition sounding to duty, singing of fame, 
inciting us to jeopardize our lives in exemplary deeds on the 
high places of the field.’ We should see the banners waving 


over us, imbibe the eager purpose stirred by the peal of mar- 
tial music, clang of arms, and impetuous marching of hosts, 


Every fibre of our nature would be on the stretch, that we 
might be promoted from the rear ranks and advanced to the 
van. 


Every generous nature would realize in his own experi- 
ence what the poet has sung so well :— 


As life’s alarums nearer roll, 
The ancestral buckler calls, 
Self-clanging, from the walls 

In the high temple of the soul! 


It was because he perceived the kindling nature of the 
comparison of life to a war, that old Maxim 


us Tyrius exhorted 
his readers to “ 


conceive God to be as a general, mankind asan 
army, each individual as a soldier, fate as a st: 


andard, posses- 
sions as arms, cal 


virtue as strenuous contention, and vice as discomfiture.” 


Montalembert has admirably observed, “It is not victory that 
makes the happiness of noble hearts, but the combat.” This 


amities as enemies, honor as a military escort, . 


SERMON. a 


is true. It is not in quietly possessing the prizes of the world 
that satisfaction consists, but in the exhilarating struggle to 
win them. In order to experience the benefit of this ali 
we must in our thoughts realize life as a war, and so enable 
ourselves to step in the march and mingle in the fray under a 
solemn and enthusiastic sense of the dangers, motives, and 
glories of the temporal campaign and the immortal peace. 
This has been so generally perceived that all literature abounds 
with moral applications of martial imagery. ee the post 
celebrated meditations in the “ Spiritual Exercises” of Tgpatitis 
Loyola is that of the “ Two Standards,” which portrays ge 
and Lucifer engaged in recruiting soldiers and setting forth 
the advantages of their respective banners. 

The object of the present discourse is to unveil the great 
wars into which the generations of men are drafted as 
recruits ; in other words, to explain the lessons suggested by 
the resemblances of military life and human life. We shall see 
that the general antagonism of our world breaks out in four 
wars: a war in the body for existence; a war in nature for a 
livelihood ; a war in society for preferment ; a war in the soul 
for salvation. We may find a good motto to take along with 
us in the sentence of Richter, “If life is a WEN, Te the 
teacher be a bard animating the boy with martial music. 

I. Our physical life in the body is a war, —a Contest be- 
tween organic vitality and the agencies of decay. ‘ike exist ae 
day to day by the equilibrium of hostile andlsnees, Sars 
an ultimate power inherent in the vital principle we resist the 
mechanical laws of nature, which perpetually strive to ches us 
prostrate and pin us to the ground, Through a Tay StS HIOUS 
efficiency belonging to the live organism, we mauling the 
influence of the chemical laws which are ever tending to resolve 
our frames into air, dust, and gas. Life is the harmony of 
opposing elements ; and this harmony rests on an ad 
strife. Each pulsation sends out the blood, red and VipetOns) 
to the extremities, where it encounters death, and comes back 
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from the meeting dark and exhausted. Thus the throbs of 
the muffled heart beat the way to the tomb, The wear and 
em, exhalation and waste, of our organized substance are 
Tepaired by the processes of assimilation and growth, — the 
antagonistic efforts of the secernent and the absorbent vessels 
Preserving the two tendencies in fluctuating scale. 


Thy frame ’s a battle-field, 
And every pulse and breath 

Bring tidings from the ground 
Where life is meeting death. 


ees ee i tl pad body is a continuous warfare, in which 
il oi ee ats ; Seasons alt stable health, treacherous 
tiie by ane i 7 sa proceeding in secrecy and silence, 
AE as pene the walls till our painted castle 
ae on inue an the body so long as the forces of 

Yy succeed in holding at bay the forces of dissolution. 


Sometime 
Ss they seem encamped opposite each other in the 


mild m i 
eadows of health ; again they grapple in the perilous 


ie ool in frightful fights. At all times their enmity 
cilable, and must proceed to the climax in which 
eveDy man strikes his colors and yields his arms. In an 
ancient English poem, the “ Vision of Piers Ploughman,” there 
isa description of Old Age bearing a b 7 
who throws down all before him. y 
the inevitable conqueror’s hour ; 


Eee in that war from which there is no discharge. 

= mean time, while the conflict is in motion, this is the 
great thing we can do: we*can put arms into te hands of 
else party, and thus soften or increase the severity of the 
Opposition, and hurry or postpone the catastrophe. Whoso 
breaks the laws of nature, indulging in vicious ieee letting 
1s) appetites loose, puts weapons into the hands Gtedexthi, 
while he that is virtuous, calm, temperate, observant of the 


conditions of health, throws a weight into the scale of life 
We are, therefore, in a degree, 


anner in front of Death, 
Some hasten, others delay, 
but all at last must meet ni 


umpires in the controversy ; 
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have command of an important reserve which wisdom will 
summon to the help of one side, folly invite to the attack of 
the other. 

The two considerations, then, on which we may meditate, 
are these: the hostility between the vital principle of the 
body and the dissolving forces of nature is a war which must 
necessarily continue while the earth and our race continue, 
But though the war itself cannot be removed, it may be 
refined and prolonged. By education and obedience we may 
lessen the number and fierceness of its battles and hold out 
longer against its general siege ; we may ward off many sick- 
nesses, shear others of their terrors, ameliorate the average 
tone and lengthen the duration of our physical existence. 

But in the essential struggle itself no man can win an out- 
ward triumph. Thousands of years ago, Dutugaimunu, the 
famous king of Anarajapoora, when he lay dying, said to a 
friend, “In times past, supported by my warriors, I engaged 
in battles; now, single-handed, I begin my last conflict with 
death. -And it is not permitted to me to overcome my antago- 
nist.” Yes, this is a contest in which it is fated that man 
shall always finally succumb, death in every instance take 
possession of the fleshly citadel and hoist his pale flag over 
it. But —joy, even here!— while our bodies sink in discom- 
fiture and resign the mortal field, our spirits snatch the real 
victory, and soar to intrench themselves forever in the heights 
of heavenly places. 

II. Our material life in the world isa war: a strife between 
human strength and skill, and natural difficulty and want; a 
struggle of man with the rugged soil and the wild elements of 
nature. We were thrown out on the untamed globe, with our 
hands and five wits, and bidden to wrest a living from its hard 
conditions. Soils were to be cleared, seeds to be sown, fruits 
to be cultured, game to be caught, clothes to be woven, houses to 
be reared, roads to be laid out, forests felled, swamps drained, 
and hills levelled. That we might exist in comfort, all these 
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things, and many more things, were to be done; and to all 
of them hostile nature opposed the repulsive barrier of barren- 
ness and storms, rocks, weeds, savage beasts, ignorance, and 
sloth. But from the first, men bent themselves against these 
necessities with what valor and genius were in them. Step 
Alter step, year after year, blow by blow, they fought their way 
against desolate fields and threatening floods, and extended 
their conquests over wilderness, tempest and sea, winter and 
summer. In this warfare of the constantly recurring labors of 


life, the principal mass of our race, for the past, have been hap- 


less conscripts on whom the lot fell; and fighting the battles 
g 


of material toil, they have been hardened and marred. Agri- 
culture, architecture, commerce, all the useful sciences en 
arts, are methods and expressions of the great industrial war 
of man with the earth and seasons, And as they Appear to-day. 
what progress they show we have made; what tro hies 
they display in attestation of the prowess i 
patience of working man, warring on his eart 
supply his earthly cravings |! 


, ingenuity, and 
hly difficulties to 
se We have subjected the animals 
o fetch and carry our burdens, and enslaved the winds 


and 
storms to whirl our wheels and bear our ' 


boats. We have sub- 
dued the electric currents to dart with our messages. We 
\ ages. 
have vanquished the ocean, whitening its 
5 


t : every sweep with 
our scudding sails or “ 


ee s our curling columns of steam. We have 
hed contine i 
ue nts with the green and golden scarfs of harvest, 
nd not content with these victories we ar i i 
» we are essaying the air, 


and attempting incursions upon the realms of the unseen 


Poor men now pos suri j 
; I sess luxuries, enjoy privileges, 
powers which kings had never dreamed of once. 
This war, world-wide and life-long, 


and wield 


é eG 
indeed, more extensive and absorbing Hoe RC And 
in many cases how terrible it is! How many millions are 
drained of strength in excessive struggles for a livelihood ; the 
haggard lines of care graven amidst the paleness of hingee 


and the brutality and sadness of ignorance and desperation ; 
; 


‘ 
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scarred, bowed down, and finally broken and thrown to the 
earth, — defeated in a war too hard for them, but from which 
there is no discharge till it closes in the grave! From these 
battles the weary sons of toil find one happy refuge, Heaven 
be thanked, one sweet refreshment, in the returning spaces of 
sleep. Sleep, “sore labor’s bath, balm of hurt minds, nature’s 
second course,” after each day the nightly proclaimed truce 
of God! 

The conflict of mankind against the rudeness of nature, the 
strife for support and luxury, power and beauty, must steadily 
awaken more interest and attract more of the energies of soci- 
ety in every coming age, until the warfare is assuaged to a 
very great extent. It will not always be suffered that large 
bodies of men shall be made toiling’ machines to stand and 
fight for subsistence, with tears and bloody sweat, till they 
perish in the trenches where their tasks are. No: political 
wars shall cease, renown and glory no longer be connected 
with the awful successes of wholesale human butchery and 
the barbarous pageantry of office; but honor and fame be 
awarded to creative genius, productive industry, distinguished 
achievements in useful labor. As benefactors to the world, 
what comparison is there between the most celebrated war- 
riors who have plucked their reeking laurels on fields of car- 
nage, and the noble thinkers and writers, the inventors of the 
printing-press, the steam-engine, the electro-magnetic tele- 
graph, or the discoverers of any of the staple foods of man- 
kind? Knowledge and skill are to increase and become 
general, scientific discoveries and mechanical inventions to be 
multiplied: then great industrial armies shall be gathered. 
Joined and animated by one spirit of fraternal enthusiasm, 
equipped with the most effective weapons, led by gifted engi- 
neers, splendid mechanics, chemists, artists, they shall bom- 
bard and batter down the obstructing hills, fill up yawning 
valleys, bridge rivers, drain stagnant fens, water parched des- 
erts, expose poisonous caves and gloomy woods loaded with 


16 A. AND H. ARTILLERY COMPANY. 


mephitic vapors to the charges of the wind and the arrows of 
the sun, purify soil and atmosphere, raze every hostile fortress 
of nature, and slay all the epidemic enemies of humanity, 
They shall interlink continents, interweave tribes, sprinkle the 
nations with trophied monuments and happy cities covered 
with a fine network of telegraphic arts, sciences, and fellow- 
ships. Under the pioneerage of faith, with the artillery of 
knowledge and the infantry of popular industry, stimulated by 
the ambition of love, they shall overthrow obstacles, realize 
possibilities, and make the earth one blooming garden. 

Then the full victory of humanity over nature shall be 
sealed, and every man be placed in the lap of plenty and com- 
parative ease. To live on the globe, it will still be necessary 
to work; but that work will no longer be a forced march and 
exhaustive battle, but a leisure walk and wholesome exercise. 
Nature then shall not be man’s assailant, but his servant ; 
labor not a fight with a foe, food or starvation the alternatives, 
but a round with a friend for a breathing, vigor or debility the 
alternatives. 

In the campaign of the present time, the whole thinking 
and inventing tribe are the advance guard ; the toiling people 
form the body of the army. Many a gallant pioneer must 
fall; many a noble leader, drained of life by excessive watch- 
ing and care and mental risks, must die. But, thanks be to 
God, they do not die in vain; their adventure and _ sacrifice 
aid towards a final triumph. As they drop, celestial bugles 
blow reveille, and the tired soldiers, throwing off their fleshly 
accoutrements, rise, released, to their eternal rest, When the 
good die, angels beat the recall above. 

In literal battle, patriots, sinking in the arms of victory, have 
bequeathed liberty to their descendants ; so in our life, the 
glorious achievements of poor, neglected subalterns, stricken 
down in unrecognized success before the laurel could grow for 
their brows, have proved of incalculable worth to after times, 
and have crowned them as kings when titular dignitaries were 
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forgotten. In this prodigious war every faithless idler is a 
deserter ; for we are all drawn, and have no right to flee from 
its posts, avoid its fatigues, or refuse its responsibilities, save 
on such furloughs as God and humanity willingly grant, in 
such recreative vacations as earnest men can honorably im- 
prove, during the respites that intersperse our lurid and dusty 
days with their white flags of relief. 

III. Our social life in civilization is a war: a struggle between 
man and man for the honors and emoluments of station, wealth, 
and prerogative. Look around one moment, and you will S8¢ 
how extensive, how absorbing and acute this engagement is, 
and with what determination and perseverance it is carried 
forward. The universal selfishness and ambition cause a uni- 
versal clash of interests, resulting in mutual, hostilities. The 
false theories and arrangements of society, the folly and the 
bad passions of men, make them not merely contend them- 
selves for the prizes, but also endeavor to prevent wulne ligetea 
getting them. Since the number who can succeed is ali, 
the more persons they can defeat the greater seems them own 
chance. The pursuit of wealth, — those in the midst of it can 
say how truly this is a contest, scarcely allowing a respite ; 
a hot and uncertain contest with eager rivals, treacherous 
customers, and the perils of time and chance. The severe 
nature of the battle of business is shown by the fact that alten 
all their wrestlings, very few secure a brilliant victory, while a 
host are overcome. Also the pursuit of fame, political power, 
or social distinction, — all these lines of operation and toil ane 
paths of strife blocked up by a thousand opponents seeking 
the same goals, and urged by various motives to prevent ihe 
Success of every new-comer. They jostle each other, malign 
each other, hold each other back. Envy and deceit are horrid 
scars which men carry from this conflict. 

It is startling to contemplate the unprincipled methods, the 
sleepless zeal, the fierceness with which this chief outward war 
of civilized life is waged, — the contention for riches, rank, and 
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reputation. In the fanatical chase of these prizes, men nearly 
forget the infinitely greater aims of wisdom, goodness, and 
religion, — the philosophical mind, the magnanimous heart, 
and the saintly soul. Many sink on the burning sands of 
overwrought success and excitement, many more amid the icy 
rocks of neglect and poverty ; and in different ways and degrees 
the fight is fatal to almost all. Sometimes two rivals, thrown 
together with the same opportunities and incitements, are 
so directly pitted against each other, so sustainedly engaged 
in mutual assaults, that life with them is a prolonged duel. 
How good it would be for them to feel the great hand of nature 
laid on their heads, and hear a parental voice saying, “Be 
calm, my children; oppose not each other; cool down your 
flaming passions; look up to the sky, and own the claims of 
realities that transcend all earthly weal !” 

In the struggle of our social state there are two classes 
of combatants, and two sets of weapons: the envious and 
unprincipled, who war with the arms of fraud, slander, tricks, 
and plots ; and the honorable and high-minded, whose meth- 
ods of procedure are open and frank as the daylight, 
whose weapons are the genuine merits of talent, study, and 
toil. If all belonged to the latter class, the war which accom- 
panies civilization could call forth no regret, but would be an 
unmixed good. It would give life more vivacity, variety, 
and solid satisfaction than it could otherwise have; and in 
its results it would arrange men in ascending grades, accord- 
ing to their natural gifts and acquired deserts. But since 
good and evil of all sorts are so commingled, why, it only 
remains to us to take things as they are, and make the best 
of them. Our part is to throw ourselves as far as possible 
into the front of the encounter, and there set an example at 
once of chivalrous enterprise and of fair dealing, secing to it 
that all our means are just, all our ends lofty and useful. 

Know that wounds received in a good cause are the signs 
of honor, the passports to preferment; and shrink not from 
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taking them. Remember that steady persistence and cour- 
age are as much needed in the daily duties of your path 
as they are in the blazing breach ; and foster those traits. 
Learn that these life-struggles with circumstances and your 
compeers are often as trying as the rush of forlorn hopes 
against the shock of steel and the belch of cannon; and 
sleep not, falter not, among the swiftly changing and peril- 
ous emergencies of your days. Shut your heart against 
envy and every ingredient of a rankling ambition, feeling 
that it is not the post he occupies, but the spirit with 
which he occupies it, that determines the grade of a man’s 
merit. The safety and success of the cause may rest equally 
on the chief and the sentinel, and as high a worth may glow 
at the outpost as in the headquarters. If one sentiment of 
duty animate them both, the vedettes who watch in rain 
and frost do as honorable: service as the cavalry who with 


their drawn sabres charge upon vomiting batteries. There- 


fore, in whatever state you are, be content to manifest the 
ighest spirit there. Stoop not to deception ; seek not to 
spring on success by secret snares; but soar to victory by 
For the noble soldier would 


im 


frank and magnanimous heroism. 


always rather mount than mole, take a position by escalade 
than by sapping, Be ever on your guard against whatever 


can undermine or defile conscience, — the citadel of morals 
and religion in the soul. Keep your eye, the mirror of 
character, bright with purity, to reflect every virtue which 


confronts it, evén as the polished bayonet of the picket throws 
Nor let it ever be for- 


back the gleam of the morning star. : 
gotten by any one that he alone is truly the happy warrior, 


Who, falling in the dreadful field 
Of conflict with his rebel will, , J 
Writes, “ Z ave conquered,” on his shield. 
Some men go into battle pale and trembling with fear ; oth- 
ers, their every muscle braced with resolve. In like manner, 
some enter the contests of life with emptiness and misgivings ; 
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others precipitate themselves into the arena with a shout and 
an unsheathed sword, irresistible to cut through all impedi- 
ments to their ideal purposes. Conclude which is the nobler, 
and then go and do likewise. Behold how that in the hosts 
of humanity, some are rulers and leaders, some sutlers, some 
members of the common file, some shameless followers of the 
camp, ragged stragglers about its skirts. And as you con- 
template the different orders of character, hearken to the voice 
that cries, thrilling through every brave man’s breast and 
saying to you, — 
In the world’s broad field of battle, 
In the bivouac of life, 
Be not like dumb, driven cattle ; 
Be a hero in the strife ! 
IV. Our probationary life in time isa war: a deadly fight 
between good and evil, virtue and vice. This is the essential 
strife, to which all others are subordinate and insignificant. 


From foes without, the man the palm may win; . 
What tries the noble is the war within. 


In the campaign of moral life every temptation to wrong 
is a battle, in which resistance is triumph, submission, defeat ; 
and these allurements are fearfully thick, obstinate, and recur- 
rent. Exposed as we are at each instant to the necessity of 
fighting with the inducements to sin, our entire spiritual course 
is a march and aconflict. The soul is “an invisible battle-field, 
where deadly weapons clash without an echo.” This uncom- 
promising hostility of right and wrong, of purity and defile- 
ment, is the vital war of the universe, concentrated in every 
mortal breast, diffused over every visible world, and not to be 
terminated until the battle of the great day of God Almighty, 
when, it is prophesied, the elements shall melt with fervent 
heat, and the firmament roll together as a scroll and pass away 
with a great noise. The heart is a holy land trodden by 
paynim sins too long ; to redeem that land every man should 
be acrusader, bearing a cross on his breast. 
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To fight valiantly against all foes of God and righteousness, 
and acquit ourselves well in sight of heaven and earth, is the 
one imperative charge pressing on our souls. That is what 
we were created for. 

We have come out upon the field of life 
To war with evil. By some mightier power 
‘Than memory can embrace or reason know, 


We were enlisted into this great strife 
And led to meet that unknown enemy. 


To engage in the warfare with our whole energy, and con- 
tend at all risks with unfaltering fidelity, is the only thing 
which can explain and justify the circumstances of our present 
lot. In the very warfare itself we are to find our comprehen- 
sive vocation and our keenest joy, hand to hand contending 
with a host of spiritual foes. And ever be it remembered © 
that in this battle of life the sins we commit are the worst 
wounds we receive. ‘ Those,” as Sir Walter Raleigh so well 
said, “that are the best men of war always keep the strong- 
est guards against themselves.” 

God has flung us into the thick and heat of the conflict, and 
commanded us to fight, because thus alone is the highest good 
attainable. By engaging intensely, in the teeth of whatever 
odds, in the urgent warfare of good and evil, we develop the 
noblest powers of our souls, and become self-mastered, self 
poised, courageous, beautiful, strong, and free; worthy images 
of the God who made us. He placed us as we are because he 
knew it would be better for us to struggle in the strenuous 
battles of life than to sleep away luxurious years on beds of 
roses. And if, loyal to him, we equip ourselves from the 
celestial armory of faith and love with weapons of infrangible 
temper, and bravely maintain the post he has assigned us, his 
banner over us shall be love, and the dastard, shame, wil 
never dare to sit upon our crests. : 

When God summoned us to this warfare, he gave us not 
only weapons, but likewise the test of conscience to tell 
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friends from foes, good from evil. And ever he bids us 
bravely fight. Against sloth and pleasure, against wicked 
lusts and base passions, against deceptions and enticements, 
against a formidable array of temptations rushing in all 
shapes to the onset, we are to stand and strike for the glory 
of God, the welfare of the world, and the salvation of our 
souls. Weare to marshal every year into an army of conse- 
crated days marching towards the promised land of a better 
life. Beneath the crimson canopy of battle, in the darkness 
and clangor, some give way to doubts and shudderings, and 
flee like poltroons in dismay. Others by divine aid, with 
superhuman daring and energy repulse their foes, making 
incredible numbers reel. 


He who the scars of battle ’scapes by flight 
Doth make his absence valiant, not his might. 


Skulking is the coward’s gage; but foot to foot and eye to 
eye is the hero’s posture. 

The reality of the great inward battle of life, its characteristic 
features and results, are so prominent everywhere, and so 
familiar to all, as to need no minute description. There is 
hardly a moment in any man’s experience when he is not 
required in some form or other to fight, crush some bad 
impulse, oppose some sinful call or tendency. And the 
personal experience of too many tells how often in this conflict 
the hostile forces are nearly balanced, and the strife is terrible, 
and the torn and agonized soul appeals for help in piteous 
cries of prayer. But even when the strife is hardest and the 
scene darkest, we can still derive solace and courage from 
the recollection that at least 


The battle of our life is brief: 
The alarm, the struggle, the relief ; 
Then sleep we side by side, 
while the returning seasons bring the birds and the flowers, 
and the stars smile above us in their everlasting peace. 


vA 
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So incessant and so perilous are the exposures of every 
man amidst the evils of this world, that even in slumber his 
spirit should be on the alert, and his weapons at hand. 

Beside thy spear, beneath thy shield, 
In cold and dew, anointed warrior, sleep. 

That vigil of arms which used to be kept by the young can, 
didate for the honors of knighthood yields a beautiful and 
impressive lesson for every aspirant looking forward into the 
great contest of life, 

Wash thee and watch thine armor. As of old 
The champions vowed to truth and purity 
Ere the bright mantle might their limbs enfold, 
Or spear of theirs in knightly combat vie, 
Three summer nights outwatched the stars on high, 
And found the time too short for busy dreams, 
Pageants of airy prowess drawing nigh, 
And fame far hovering with immortal beams. 

Many a man has in his fancy p/ayed win the battle, who 
never was enrolled in living earnest. Both the risk and the 
meed are but vapid mockeries then, No one can know how 
delicious is the morsel of hard tack and the gulp of cold water 
who has not first borne the extremity of hunger, thirst, and 
fatigue. Sweetest is the furlough to him who has roughed it 
through the severest campaign. And he is the truest of all 
conquerors and captains who makes a captive of himself, 
subjecting the clamors of his passions to the orders of his 
conscience, Wrath and lust are traitors who often drive out 
the true garrison from the citadel of humanity and put a hos- 
tile one in. Cowardice is the greatest folly as well as degrada- 
tion ; for the coward is forced to stand perpetual sentry, and 
dies in terrified fancy a thousand deaths, while the brave man 
is at ease and dies only once. The worth of our place and 
title, too, are determined less by our office than by the cause 
and standard for which we fight. Better be a raw recruit in 
the army of the Lord than in the service of Satan rank as a 
brigadier. And absurd as is the ridiculous error of the fop and 
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the martinet in thinking more of the plume than of the helmet, 
of the epaulettes than of the sword, it is a mistake exemplified 
in daily life on the largest scale all over the world, 

In the mysterious warfare of life, the soul of man is some- 
times besieged by a swarm of foes, beleaguered by a host of 
temptations. In some cases they reduce it to capitulate, and 
surrender its moral being. In other cases it holds out long 
against every assault, and is wonderfully delivered in the crisis 
of its fate ; for, looking out, in the wavering of its will, with a 
faint expectation of relief, it is filled with ecstasy to catch a 
glimpse, in the far horizon, of its king’s banner followed by 
golden spears marching to the rescue. Whenever one is thus 
surrounded by enemies and fears determined to take his soul 
by storm or to weary him out by a siege, there is one watchword 
whose utterance with the heart’s sincerity will environ him 
with the armies of Omnipotence, and by its spell scatter the 
hated assailants. That watchword is a trusting prayer. How 
well our Longfellow has sung it! 

T have read, in some old, marvellous tale, 
Some legend strange and vague, 


That a midnight host of spectres pale 
Beleaguered the walls of Prague. 


Beside the Moldau’s rushing stream, 
With the wan moon o’erhead, 

‘There stood, as in an awful dream, 
The army of the dead. 


White as a sea-fog, landward bound, 
The spectral camp was seen, 

And with a sorrowful, deep sound 
The river flowed between, 


No other voice or sound was there, 
No drum nor sentry’s pace ; 

The mist-like banners clasped the air, 
As clouds with clouds embrace, 


* But when the old cathedral bell 
Proclaimed the morning prayer, 
The white pavilions rose and fell 
On the alarméd air. 
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Down the broad valley, fast and far, 
The troubled army fled ; 

Up rose the glorious morning star, 
The ghastly host was dead. 


I have read, in the marvellous heart of man, 
That strange and mystic scroll, 

That an army of phantoms, vast and wan, 
Beleaguer the human soul. 


Encamped beside life’s rushing stream, 
In fancy’s misty light, 

Gigantic shapes and shadows gleam 
Portentous through the night. 


Upon its midnight battle-ground 
The spectral camp is seen, 

And with a sorrowful, deep sound 
Flows the river of life between. 


No other voice nor sound is there, 
In the army of the grave ; 

No other challenge breaks the air, 
But the rushing of life’s wave. 


And when the solemn and deep church-bell 
Entreats the soul to fray, 

The midnight phantoms feel the spell, 
‘The shadows sweep away. 


Down the broad vale of tears afar 
The spectral camp is fled ; 

Faith shineth as a morning star, 
Our ghastly fears are dead. 


There is not a moment when we are wholly safe in our 
mortal state, The world’s lance will find every defective joint 
or rivet in our armor. Countless dangers beset us on every 
hand ; innumerable enemies in every guise lurk in ambush, 
ready to spring upon our first unguarded spot. It therefore 
becomes us —all things in heaven, earth, and hell warn us — 
to be profoundly prudent, to be incessantly watchful ; for the 
devil is sure to plant his crouching spies in eyeny) unsuspected 
breach to betray to him our weak points, where his assaults may 


best be made. 
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Beware of all; guard every part; 
But most the traitor in thy heart ! 


We must sleep on our arms, lighting our camp-fires 
under the stars, manning the outposts with guardian hopes 
and fears, and keeping sentinel thoughts on their rounds 
exchanging the signals of truth and courage, fealty and wor- 
atin. Above all, — in the language of heroic Paul, the noblest 
Webiatls who ever fought the battle of life and victoriously 
carried his scars as glories before the throne of heaven, — 
above all, let us put on the whole armor of God: the rease- 
illite of righteousness, the shield of faith, the helmet of salva- 
Ho, the sword of the Spirit; and having our loins girt about 
with principles, stand. Blessed is that soldier she his 


Sarita when he cometh, shall find so doing. Such soldiers 
it is who live a 2) 


Life that shall send 
A challenge to its end, 
And when it comes, say, “ Welcome, friend.” 


in the history of human wars we frequently read of soldiers 
oe the most awful exposures, achieving the most wondrous 
eee they knew that the eye of a noble and beloved 
was on them. If he was in danger, with sublime 
devotedness they have thrown their bodies between him and’ 
destruction, and been blown in pieces to shield him. When 
the desperate order was given to the Light Brigade at Bala- 
vei knowing that England’s eye, and France’s, and the 
world $ were on them, — they rode, those chivalrous six hun- 
dred, right into the smoking jaws of death, right into the blaz- 
mg mouth of hell. So, in life, rare spirits, saints martyrs. 
feeling that God’s eye is on them, rouse their acts to las 
scendent deeds, welcoming the dungeon as a palace, clasping 
the blazing stake as a bride. A voice is ever siving to ttn, 
—a voice from heaven, of more power than all the din of 
earth’s base threats and promises, — saying to them, Be thou 
faithful unto death, and I will give thee a ae of life. 
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A soldier, shot down on the battle-field with a mortal wound, 
said in the ear of the comrade who leaned over him, “I hear 
but one sound, Above the thunder of the captains and the 
shouting, the clash of bayonets and the roar of cannon, comes 
to my soul the voice of my old village pastor ; and his tones 
are not winning as once, but threatening, and they say, ‘The 
time is past; it is too late’”: and his head fell back, and he 
was dead. In this march and battle of life, each one of us 
must fall, Far happier will it be for us then to hear a soft 
voice saying to our hearts, “ Be of good cheer ; thou art victo- 
rious,” than to hear the stern accents of conscience declar- 
ing, “The time is past; it is too late.” 

In other battles, the great object of the combatant is to kill 
or capture hated opponents seeking his overthrow ; but in the 
battle of life he strives to slay the darling enemies insidiously 
disguised in his own affections and identified with his dearest 
desires. He seeks to take himself prisoner, and hold himself 
in a close parole of virtue and honor, whenever he finds him- 
self inclined to serve evil or surrender to wrong. The best 
defences in this interior warfare are high-toned sentiments of 
generosity. The light of this rare soul-armor is often seen to 
gleam and flash through the mantling countenance of an 
uncontaminated youth. There inis Spanish a book of the six- 
teenth century, called “ The Seven Fortifications of the Soul’s 


Castle.” A soul clad in the impenetrable panoply of inno- 


cence, wisdom, and resolution has no need of outer wall, re- 
Its invincible essence is its sufficient defence. 
ages within, —a_ tainted self plotting 


ign, — then is the dire struggle, the 


doubt, or moat. 
But when the battle r 
against the rightful sovere 
dread need of help and deepest art. 


I saw a war ; yet none the trumpet blew, 

Nor in their hands the steel-wrought weapons bare ; 
And in that conflict armed there fought but few, 

‘And none that in the world’s loud tumult share : 
They fought against their wills, the stubborn foe 

‘That mail-clad warriors leave unfought within, 
‘And wordy champions leave unslain below. 
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In the great war of tight and wrong, whose armies are 
ranged and led on respectively by God and Satan, what de- 
cisive victories might be gained at once if the forces of light 
and goodness were all united, moving to the onset with fa 
broken front and consentaneous purpose! If delusions could 
only be scattered, and the encounter of good and evil among 
men be secured in the broad radiance of truth, our hap 
triumph would be speedy and complete ; as in that French 
romance, “ The Tournament of Antichrist,” written by Huon 
de Mery early in the thirteenth century, when the vices under 
the banner of Antichrist and the virtues under the banner of 
Christ are brought to an open engagement, the vices suffer 
a spat and total rout. But alas! from the first until now. 
manlcind have been deceived by innumerable errors, have “a 
rent into a thousand sects and parties mutu 


; lade ; ally hostile, explo- 
sive with jealousies and persecutions 


of alienating, distracting, dish i ae eee 
i g €artening influences. And so 
the infernal enemy maintains his position, aided with most 
powerful effect by the nominal but unworthy adherents of the 
tight SENS) traitors, deserters, cowards, idlers, and oafs. 
Sometimes in the thick of the fight a sais standard- 
bearer, far in the van, falls smitten by a hundred wounds ; 


and while i 
the banner droops in the dust, the host pauses in 
uncertain anguish and fear. 


But soon a heroi 
: eroic form emerges 
from the trembling mass, 


seizes the i r i i 
and rallying the multitude, dashes eal Meet 
The need and the cry are always for such ids to hoist ie 
banner, inspire the common troops, and lead the way. There 
are always too few such. A king in the olden time sai to his 
army, “ Which one of you, if I appoint him my standard- 
bearer, will plant it on yonder height or perish in iis at- 
tempt? ” A wilderness of mailed arms uprose, and let 
thousand voices, answering “I,” shook the fdas In nes 


hours, the hosts of the Moors, their garments rolled in blood, 


were flying in defeat and dismay from the soil of Spain. To- 
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day the armies of truth and error, liberty and oppression, are 
drawn up in the plain of the world. The King of the Uni- 
verse, whose banner is light, whose watchword is progress, 
whose service is emancipation, asks for standard-bearers ; and 
where are the consecrated champions, emulous of the honor, 
willing to fall, but resolved never to fly or to yield? If all 
secrets could be revealed to us, we should discern many noble 
specimens of this kind of character, where perhaps we least 
expected them. 

Every faithful veteran, who appreciates the mysteries of his 
destiny, whatever else he may omit, will take great care so to 
arrange his earthly affairs as to secure a period of retirement 
from the world in his old age, that he may leisurely reflect on 
his experience, and prepare for death. Such a period of medi- 
tative seclusion has been finely called “a sublime halt between 
a conquered world and eternity.” 

The present state is an encampment in the vast blue 
pavilion of time. At the blast of the trumpet and the beat 
of the alarming drum, humanity awakes and starts forth, to 
find itself plunged in a fourfold war. These four strifes, inter- 
linked and mutually dependent in regard to their mildness 
or severity, are: a war in the body between life and death; a 
war in the world between man and nature ; a war in society 
between man and man; and a war in the soul between good 
and evil. Let him be victorious in the personal conflict with 
evil, and he shall find the social encounter with man softened 
and closed. Let him establish peace and love in society, and 
soon nature’s rugged enmities and barrenness shall be van- 
quished, and a paradise of productiveness and beauty spread 
blooming to the borders of the globe. And when he has tri- 
umphed over moral evil, envious man, and stubborn nature, 
the fear of death shall disappear in the placidity of steady 
health and the faith of immortality. But let the first of these 
wars go against man, let personal sin rise rampant, and the 
other three wars will be intensified in guise of horror, and be 
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more desperately waged through every avenue of experience ; 
and soon plagues, pestilences, revolutions, ghastly chimeras, 
will attest God's interference, by the sudden and fearful proc- 
lamation of the martial law of Providence, to rebuke the out- 
breaks of corruption and crime. Everywhere and forever, the 
true victory of man is, to be conquered by God. 

For the solemn war of life the whole earth is the field. In 
the background the fires of hell smoke, and sleepless sentinels 
man the pickets, All around is night, filled with gliding 
shapes of foes and friends, and mingled noises of alarm and 
cheer. Far up in the front shine the beacon-lights of a better 
sphere. Horribly, at intervals, the battle rages. Tempta- 
tions, misfortunes, sorrows, and follies rush forward and grap- 
ple with virtuous resolves, holy faiths, happy feelings, “and 
sober wisdom ; and the plain is strown with the wounded and 
the dying, broken vows, slain evils, crushed wills, overthrown 
agonies, bleeding hearts, vanquished adversities, dead hopes, 
and groaning consciences. Awful are the perils ; remediless 
seem the defeats, As the mother arms her son and dismisses 
him across the domestic threshold to the field, it must be with 
a swelling anguish of anxieties and a mournful farewell, And 
there is no discharge in that war till the campaign is finished. 
Man is militant to the end of earth. But, as in drawn en- 
counters the approach of night often parts the combatants, 
so the great night of death descends and puts a stop to all 
mortal hostilities. The stillness and repose of a battle-field 
when the strife is over and the armies departed, and dead 
men and horses lie in ghastly array in the moonlight, are like 
the peace of the grave. Cannon may stun the air below, and 
thunders split the welkin above, but no bugle will call them 
to conflict, no drum-beat awake them to glory again. 


There is a remarkable piece of imagery repeatedly occurring 
in the Hebrew Scriptures which fills the mind with a sublime 
conception of the God of Battles. With this, these medita- 
tions on the warfares of human destiny may close, 
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The word “ hosts” in the Bible frequently refers iis the stars 
that bestrew the sky and the night with their sparkling crowds. 
These are personified as living creatures, angelic beings. 
When, therefore, Jehovah is styled the God of Hosts, ie 
meaning is that he is the Leader of the glintenne as ° 
starry intelligences. Now, it is strange to notice that oe len 
astronomy perceives all the stars of heaven to be AEE hing, 
with immense rapidity, hour by hour, age after age, in a cer- 
tain direction, towards some inscrutable design. It is the 
innumerable world-army of creation, wheeling along the road of 
immensity, God at their head ; his infinite blue banner Pe 
ing over them through space and time, the gravitation o hi 
command marshalling the universal phalanx to conquests inev- 
itable and unknown. Let us so live that we may feel; in our 
freedom, and in our appointed place, that we are taking valiant 


i ith i yards 
step_in that almighty army, and advancing with it toware 


victories forever beneficent and new. 


